THE   WELCH   EPIC
seventeen prisoners escape!" 1 say to the captain of
a company later. *We never let prisoners escape,
Sir/ Is the answer 1 receive . . . 'sometimes they
attempt toP The scar of battle leaves Its mark on
Plunkett. He faints in the line while struesrlmg
through the mud. The strain of * thirty hours' con-
tinued and sustained valour" for which he was
recommended for the Cross has upset his heart.
He Is Invalided home, thereby losing his brigade.
He does not get the Y.C., but a D.S.O. Indeed, as
I have already put him in for a half-yearly D.S.O.,
he amasses two. The blue pencil Is mightier than
the sword - once the battle Is over. It Is easier to
hold the line against repeated enemy counter-
attacks than to persuade an officer fifty miles away
at GJELQ., that 'thirty hours5 valour' Is better than a
flash in the pan action, however brave the latter
may be.
'But he was only doing his dutyf I am told by a
red-banded clerk-officer, who has never seen a shot
fired. 'Then/ I reply, 'where do you draw the line?
Every act is one of duty! If every man behaved as
does Piunkett, in action, every objective would be
taken, every point would be held, provided the wire
is cut, or all would die! The truth Is the war has
made people dishonest. Men are scrambling for
honours and rewards, and people are recommended
for rewards on account of friendship, favouritism,
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